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The Detective Had Interposed a Stalwart Leg.
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CHAPTER Vil.—Continued.

His emplover’s sative did not even
flick the dust off Hirdsall's compla-
ceney: he grinned cheerfully. *Oh, I'm
not o bud as that; I don’t suppose sghe
dld kil thée boy;: | think he's alive, all
right. But say, colonel, 'l give It 1o
you stralght; 1 do think the senora
coaxed the boy offt You admif, don't
you, he went off, Well, then he was
coaxed, somehow, Now, who's got In
fluence enough to coax him? You
cross out the maid; so do 1. You crogs
out Mrs., Melyville Winter; so do L. 1
guess we both cross out the old lady.
Well, there's you and the senora left
1 don't suspect you, general.”

“Really? 1 don't see why, I stand
10 make more than anybody else, If
you are digging up motives. And how
about the chambermald?™

Birdsall flashed a glance of reproach
on his companion. “Now, colonel, do
you think I aln't looked her up? First
thing. Nothing in it. Decent Vermont
girl, three years In the hotel., Came
for her lungs. She aln't in i1, But
let’s got back to Miss Smith. Did you
know she is Cary Mercer's sisterin.
law?"

He dellveﬂ-d.his shot In a casunl
way, and the colonel took It stonily;
povertheless, it went 10 the mark.
Pirdsall continued: “Now, question is,
was Mercer the secretary? You didn't
gee the man in the elevator, excapt his
back. Had he two moles™

“] couldn’'t see. He had different
clothes: but still there was something
like Mercer about the shoulders.”

“Purney didn’t get a chance to tnke
a snapshot, but he did snap the stove
man. Here it is. Pall that book out
of my pocket”

Obeying, the ealonel liNed a couple
af small prinis which he scrutinized
{ntently, at the end admitting: "“Yes,
1t is he all right. Now, do you know
what I think?

Birdsall couldnt form an (dea.

“1 think the Keatcham party g8 In
It: and T think they are after bigger
fame than Archie. Maybe the train
rohbers were w part of the scheme—
although I'm not so sive of that."

“Oh, the vobbers were In It all
right, Hut now come to Miss Smith;
where does she come in?  Or are you
as sure of her as Mercer was in Chl
cugo?"

If he had expectod to get o spark
out of the Winter tinder by this sera-
plitg stroke, he wag mistaken; the sol-
dier did not even move his brooding
gaze fixed on the hills beyond the
house roofs; and he answersd in o
leve]l tone “id you get that story
from my aunt, or wis It Mrs, Melyville?
I'm pretty certain yon got your bl-
vgraphy from that quarter. My aunt
might have told hep”

“That would he betraying a lady's
confidenee, 1'm only a detective,
whose business 1s to pry, but I never
go hack on the ladles. And 1 think,
same's vou, that the lady in question
I8 o real niee, high-toned lady: but 1
can't digrégard the evidence. 1 never
give out my system, but I've got one,
all the same. Look here, see this
paper?—he had replaced the envelope
in his podket; he pulled it out aguin;
or, rather, so the colonel fancled, until
PBirdsall turned the envelope over, re-
veiling it to be blank. “There’'s a
sheet of paper Inglde; take It out.
look at the water-miark. look at the
pattern; then compure it with this

letter*—handing the colonel the orig-
innl envelope, “Same exactly, nin't
I they *"

The colonel, who had studied the

two sheets of paper silently, nodded
a8 sllently: and he had a premonition
of Birdsall's next sentence before it
cnume.  “Well, Mrs. Melville Winter,
this mornlng, took me to Miss Smith's
desk, where we found this and a lot
more Ike 10"

“You seem to be right in thinking
the paper widely distributed,” ob-
served the colonel

“And you don't think
elouws ?"

“I should think it more susplelous If
the paper were ‘not out on her desk.
If she Is such n deep one as you seem
to think, she would hide such an In-
eriminating bit of evidence.™

“S8he didn't know we suspected her.
Of course, you haven't shadowed her
a little b

“There Is a Hmit to detective duty
In the case of a gentleman,” returned
the colonel, huughtily. “I have not.”

Little Birdsall sighed; then In a
propitiatory tone: “Well, of course,
we both think there are othar people
In the job; 1 don't know exactly what
you mean by bigger game, but 1 can
make a stngger at it. Now, say, did
you get any answer when you wrote
to Keateham himself?™

“Yes,” anild the colonel, grimly, “I
heard. You know the sort of letter |
wrote: telling him of our dreadful anx-
Ioty and about the lad's belng an or-
phan; don’t you think It was the sont
of letter s decent man would soswer,
no matier how basy he might be?™

"Sure. Didn’t you get an answer?”

that suspi-

“1 did.” The colonel extricated him-
#elf from hls wrappings énough to find
a pale blue envelope, which he handed
to Birdsall, at the same time taking
the motor handle, "You sée; type-

written, very polite, chilly kort of let-[

ter, kind to make a man hot under the
collar and swear at Keatcham's heart-
lesgness., Mr. Keatcham unable to an-
swer, having been 11l since he left San
Franclsco. Did not see anything of
any boy. Probably ran away. Has
no information of any kind to afford.
And the writer I8 very sincerely mine.
The minute | read it T was sure Mer-
cer wrote it; and he wrote it to make
me so disgusted with Keatcham 1
wouldn't pursue the subject with him.
Just the same way he snubbed my
aunt; and, for that matter, just the
way he tried to snul me on the train.
But he migged his murk; 1 wired every
hotel in Santa Harbara and every one
in Los Angeles; and Keatcham Isn’t
there and hasn't been there. He has
& blg bunch of mall at Santa Barbarn
wilting for him, forwarded from Los
Angeles, but he hasn't shown himself.

Birdsall shol a glunes of cordial ad-
miration at the colonel. “Yon're all
there, generul,” he cpied  with  un-
quenchable familacity, “'ve bheen try-
Ing to call up the Keatehom outfit, and
I couldn’t get o line, either, They
haven't nsed the tekets they bonght—
thelr reservations went empty to Los
Angeles. Now, what do you malie ont
of that?"

“I make ont that Archle Is only part
of thely game,” replied the soldler.
“Now see, Birdsall, yon are nol golng
to get a conple of rich young college
fellows to do just plain kidnaping and
gearing women out of thely money—"

“Lord, general,” intercupted  Bivd-
sall, “those college guys don't.turn o
hale at kldoaping the regularly steal
the president of the freshman class,
and the things they do at thely hazing
bees and Inltiations wonld make an
Apache Indinn st up and take notice,
[ tell you, general, they've the Hmit for
deviltry.”

“Some kindg,  Not that kind; iv'e
too dirty, Arnold was one of the elean-
esl foothall players at Harvard, And
I don't know anything nbout human
nature If that other youngster (sn't
decent, Hut Mercer—es un loco; you
can look out for anything from him,
Now, sea the combination. Arnold was
at Harvard! 1 have traeed the motor
car they used to him; and then, If you
add  that his futher s away safe
In Burope and he has an empty honse,
off to one side, with o quantity of
space dround (t and the reputation of
belng haunted, why—"

“11 looks good to me. And [ nnder l
stind my men have got around it on
the quiet all right. How’s your man
Haley got on, hieing ont to the Jap in
charge?

“Well enongh: the Jap took him on
to. mow, but elther Mr. Caretaker
doesn't know anything or he won't
tell. He's hubibling over with conver-
satfon abowt the fowers and the coun-
try and the Philippines, where he used
to be: but he only knows that the hon-
orable famlly are all away and he ls to

ghun the house. Aren't we almost
there?"
“Jugt around the corner. 1 guess

when you see it you'll think It°s Just

the patlo o gpock of taste  would
freeze to

"Why s it haunted 2"

“Now you have me | ain’'t on to

guch dream staff. Gimme five cands
Mrs, Arnold died off in Europe, so
tuin't her: and the house has only
been bullt two years; but the nelgh.
bors have seen lghts  and  heard
groans and a plek chopping at the
stohes. Some folks say the Innd be-
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longed to an old miner and he died
hefore he conld tell where he'd burfed |
his mazumn; =0 he iy taking a litile
buscar alter It, There's the house,
genernl.”

The streel cllmbed n gentle hill, and
on its crest a large house, In mission
wivie, looked over a pleasant land, Its
position on & corner and the unusual
size of the grounds about it gave the
mansion an efect of space. Of almost
mwly recent erection though It was,
the kindly climate had so fostered the
growth of the pines, acacias and live-
onks, the encalypti and the orange-
trees, which made a rich blur of color
on the hillside, had so lavighly tended
the ereeping Ivies and Hougainvilleas
which masked the rounded Ilantern
arches of the stern gray facade, and
g0 sumptuously blazoned the Hower
beds In the garden on the one hand,
yet, on the other, had so cunniagly
dulled the greenlish gray of the cobble-
stones from California arroyos in chim-
ney and foundation, and had so softly
streaked the marble of the garden
statnes and the plaster of walls and
mangion with tiny Alaments of lichens
or falnt green moss, that the beholder
might fancy the hotise to be the an
cient home of some Spanish hidalgo,
handed down with a heraditary curse,
through generations, to the last of his
mee. One was tempted to such A
flutter of fancy because of the Impres-
slon given by the maasion. A sullen
retieence hung about the place. The
windows, for the most part, were
heavily shuttersd. Not a pane of glass
flashed back at the sunlight; even
those casements no. shutiered turned
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blank dark green shades, like band-
aged eyves, on the court and the beau
tiful terraces and the lovely sweep of
hillsides where the wonderful shadows
swayed and melted. 4

The bent figure of a man raking,
distorted by the perspective, was vis-
ible just beyond the high pillars of the
gateway. He pald no attention to the
motions of the motor car, nor did he
answer a hall vntll it was repeated.
Then he approached the car, Birdsall
was in the roadway trying to unlock
the gate, The man, whose Japanese
features were quite distinguishable,
bowed; he explained that the honor
able owners were not at home; his
Insignificant self was the only keeper
of the grounds. He spoke sufficiently
good English with the accompuniment
of a deprecaiory, amiable smile. Bird-
sall, In turn, told him that his own
companion wns # very great gentle-
man from the east who belonged to a
soclety of vast power which was in-
vesilgnting spectral appearances, and
that he had come thousands of miles
to see the ghost,

The Japanese extended both hands,
while the appeal of Lis smile deep.
ened, “Poo bad, velly,” he murmureéd,
“hut not leally any g'lost, no ney'."”

“Don't you helieve in the ghost?”
adkad Col. Winter,

“No, me Clstian boy, no belleve
not'lngs.”
“All the samee” sald the eolonel;

laborlously  swinging himsell  from
his vantageground of the motor seat
to the flat top of the wall, thence drop-
ping to the green sward below, “nilee
samee, like gt In Honse Hunt ghost.”
He erackled o bank note dn the palin
of the slim brown hand, smiling and
nodding ag If to break the foree of his
brusgque action,  Meanwhile, Dlrdsall
had safely shut off his engine before
he placed himsolf beside the others
with an agility hardly 1o be expected
of his rotund build

As for the earetaker, whether be-
cange he percelved himself outnum-
bered, or because he was really vold
of susplelon, he accepted the money
with outward gratitude and proffered
his guldance through the garden and
the orchards, He slipped Into the role
of cleerone with no atom of - resist
ance] he was voluble; he was graclous:
he was artlessly delighted with his
sonors, In spite of thig flood of sunvl
ty, however, there seemed to be no
possibility of persuading him to admit
them to the hounse,

Assured of this, the two fell back
for a second, time for the merest eye-
flagh from the detective to the soldier,
who at once MHmped briskly up to the
Jap;, saying:  “We are very much
obliged to you; this Is a heauntiful
honge, begutiful gardens; but we want
to see the ghost; and If you can give
me young Mr. Arnold’s address 1 will
see him—or write, and we can comé
ek,

The gardener, with many apologles
and smiles, did not know Mr. Arnold’s
honorable pddress, hut he drew out o
golled card, explaining that It bore the
name of the gentloman In charge of
the property. Birdssll, peeping over
the Jap's shoulders, added that it was
the card of & wellknown legal firm

“Then,” sald the colonel with de-
liberntion, “we will thank you agaln
for your conrtesy, and—what's that?”

The Jap turned; they all started at
the irking detonation of some explo-

slon; while they gagzed about them
there tunie another booming sotind,
and they conld see smoke pouring

from the chimney and lenking through
the window joints of & room In the rear
of the house. Like s hare, not breaking
his wind by a single ery, the Jap sped
toward the court, The others were
hard on lls heels, though the colone]
limped and showed signg of distress
by the time they reached the great
iron door,

The Jap pulled out & key; he turned
It nnd swung the door barely wide
enough to enter, ealling on them to

sty out: he would tell them 1If he
needed them.
“Augustly stay; maybe honorable

Uieves!™ he cried.

PBut the detective had interposed a
stalwart leg and shoulder. Instantly
the door gwung open; he acted as If
he had lost his wits With excitement.
“You're burning up! Lord! youre
burning! Fire! Fire!™ he bawled
and rushed boldly into the room.

Winter followed him, also calling
aloud in a strident volee. And it
was 1o he ohserved, baing suoh an un-
usual preparation for a conflagration,
that he had drawn & heavy revolver
and ran with It in his hand. Before
he jumped out of the car he had dis
carded his thick top-coat and all his
wrappings.

An observer, also (had there been
one near), would have taken note of a
robust Irlehman, who had been weed.
ing the flowerbeds, and would have
soen him straighten at the first peal
of the explosion, stare wildly nt the
chimneys before any distinel smoke
waa 10 be seen, them run swiftly and
¢limb up to & low chimney on a wing
of the house, watering-pot in band. He
wouald have seen him ampty his inad
equate fre estinguisher and rapldly
descend the ladder, while the smoke
voileyed forth, as if defying his puny

“Shure, Mister Samural, 'Tis the Ongrateful Chap, Youse ls," Expostulated

effarts: later, he would have seen the
watering-pot hearer pursue the others
into the house, emitting nohle yt-liﬁ of
"Fire!" and "Help!™

Further, this same observer, had he
heen an intimate friend ‘pf Sergt. Den-
nls Huley, certainly wounld have recog:
nized that resourceful man of war In
the amateur fireman.,

CHAPTER VIII.
Face to Face.

When the two men got into the
house the dim rooms made them stum-
ble for a moment after the brilliant
sunshine of the outer skies; but in a
second Birdsall's groping hand hod
found an eloctrie push-button and the
room was flooded with light. They
were In o small office off the kitehen,
apparently. Smoke of a pecullarly
pungent odor and eveamarting char
acter blnrred all the surroundings: bul
during the moment the Jap halted to
oxplore Its cauge the others perceived
two doors and made for them, One
was locked, but the other must have
been free to open, since Haley, with
hig watering-can, bounded through it
while they were tugging at the other.
Almost Immediately, however, Haley
was back ngain shonting and pointing
down the dark passage.

“The fire's there," sereamed the de-
tective. 1 can smell smoke! The
smoke comes through the keyhole!™
But while the Jap fitted a key In the
lock and swung back the door, and
Haley., who had paused to replenish
his watering-con nt a convenlent fau-
cet, darted after the other two, the
colonel stood listening with every audl-
tory mnerve strained to caitch some
gound. He yelled “Fire! heip!” at the
top of his volee, but not moving a
muscle. “Too far off,” he muttered,
then he yelled again and threw a
heavy chair na if he had stumbled
against {t. Another pause; he got
down on his knees to put his ear to
the floor. Directly he rose; he did not
speak, but the words that he sald to
himself were only: “Just possible.
Some otie down cellar; but not under
here.” Meanwhile he was hurrying in
pursuit of the others as swiftly as his
stiff knee wonld allow. He found them
in & side hall with tiled or brick floor,
gathered about a water-soaked heap of
charred red paper.

“*Tis terrible!” announced Haley;
“a bum for sure! a dinnermite bum!"
—fishing out something lke a tin to-
mato ean from the soddén mass.

“Anyhow, there goes the real thing."”
observed the colonel, coolly, & a
formidable explosion jarred the alr.

“If you blow us np, I kill you filst!™
hissod the Jap, and his knife flashed.

“Chito, Chito!" soothed the colonel,
litting his revolver almost carelessly.
Simulfaneously (wo brawny &srms
pinioned the Jap's own arms at his
sides. :

*Shure, Mister Samural, "tls the on-
grateful chap youse (s expostulated
Haley. "1 bate to reshtrain ye, but
if ye thry any jetiujits on me “twill be
sahanara wid youse mighty quick.”

“No upderstan’,” murmured the
Jap, plufntively, “Why you hult me®”

“Come, put out the fire Orst,” sald

Haley.

the colonel; “you know the house, you
go nhead.”

The Jap durted on ahend so swiftly
that they had some ado Lo follow;
which seemed necessary, since he
might hive clashed a bolt on them at
any turn. The colonel’s stiff leg keapt
In the rear, but Haley wns nover a
hund's breadith behind the runner,

They found smoke in two places, bnt
they caslly extingiished the tiny
flames. In both ecases the hombs
turned out 1o be no more dangerous
than a common Kind of fireworks
vielding s suffocating smoke In an In-
closure, but doing no specinl damags
on safe and five-proof gronnd, ke a
hearth, They were quickly extin-
gnished. In thelr gearch they passed
from one Iluxurious room to another,
the Jap leading, until he finally bhalted
In o spacious library hung In Spanish
leather, with anclent, richly carved
Spanish tables and entrancing Spanish
chairs of turned wood and agemel-
lowed cane, and bookenses sumptuous-
¥ tempting a bool-lover, But the cola-
nel cared only for the soul of a hook,
not s body: the richest anid clearest
of black letter or the daintiest of tool-
Ing had left him cold: moreover, everyi
fiber in him was strung by his quest;
and Haley, naturally, was Immune:|
strungely enough, It was the cheerful,
vilgur llitle detective who gave a|
glance, rapid but full of admiration,
at the shelves and plle of missuls on
the tabe2, Incongruonsly jostled by
magazines of the duy.

Winter foaced the Jap, who was
sheathed again In bis bland and fme
passive polltepness. “Where s Mr.
Mercer? sald he.

The Jap waved his hande (n an elo-
quent ortental gesture., He assured
the honorabla questioner that he did
not know any Mr. Mercer. There was
no one in the house.

The colonel had seated himself in a
priceless  armchalr  in  Cordova
stamped leather; he no longer looked'
ke an Invalid. “Show your star,
please” he commnnded Birdsall, and
the latter sllently flung back the lapel
ol his coat,

“1 ought to tell you," continued
Rupert -Winter, “that the game s up.
It would do no good for you to rum
thut poisoned bit of steel of yours into
me or into any of us; we have only to
stay here a lttle too long and the po-
Hee of San Franclsco will be down on
vou—oh, I know all about what sort
they are, but we have money to spend!
as well as you., You take the note I
shall write to Mr. Mercer, or whatever
you choosa to eall him, and"bring Bis
answer. We stay herea untll he comes.™

Having thus spoken In an even, gen-
tle volee, he seribbled a few words on
a pleco of paper which he took out of
his notebook. This he proffered tos
the Jap.

On his part, the Iatter kept his selfy
respect: he abated no jot of his asd
surance that they were alone In the'
hoase; he Insinuated his suspleion
that (hey were there for no honest
purpose; fieally he was willing tes
genrch the house i they would stay

where they were.
(i » BE CONTINUEDY ]
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